understand what we talk about/5 he said. "It's esoteric -
religion, above your head. It's no place for women."
I must have been very tolerant of my young men then,
for one evening when we came out of church at seven,
Maurice asked me to wait on the pavement while he had
a drink with the Bishop. He didn't emerge till eleven,
and I was still waiting.
Once our expeditions had started there were very
few weeks when Maurice didn't propose to me. He
didn't only ask me face-to-face; he scribbled me little
notes from Lyons' cafes on his canvassing round. "I'm
writing this after three helpings of cold rice pudding,"
he would write, ctso you'll see I'm not just feeling roman-
tic. My mother wants to know when you're going to
marry me." I said no consistently. I wasn't in love with
him; if I had been, he was far too poor for marriage
fo be practical, and I was beginning to be more and
more interested in Victor. There was 'nothing hesitant
or ineffective about Turn. He was hard and real, and
all the women in the office were after him. The most
pathetic of his admirers was a canvasser with a pock-
marked chin which looked as if it had been nibbled by
a rat. She was one of the few really efficient workers
in the team, and Victor used sometimes to accompany
her on her rounds. But the companionship of doorstep
and suburban A. B. C. was not enough for her. It was
only a tantalizing foretaste of what might be if she
could work her way into his private life as well. You
could see her dreaming of it as her small brown eyes
followed him about the room when she came up to
draw her pay on a Friday. I understood, for I felt the
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